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R.A.M.C, man I had to get past this time. However,
all went smoothly. I passed the medical test as a
matter of course; the medico hadn't got a sight-
testing card by him—he naturally assumed that the
eyes of any one who had been passed into the army
less than a year back would still be up to standard.
"How many lines of the card did you read when
they let you in?" he asked,
"Five or six," I said, quite truthfully; not adding
that I had worn glasses. And so the last obstacle was
surmounted, and there was still a week before we
were to leave. It was now the still, clear gold of a
fine English autumn, and I found that I was quite
fond of Quetta. The officers of the draft went about
buying kit and gadgets in the bazaar and being stood
drinks and dinners; I, for my part, with the familiar
sense of apprehensive exhilaration one used to feel
before an important football match at school. I
wrote a long, explanatory letter to my parents.
Whatever happened, it was they, who had no part
in making it, who would suffer most from my
decision.
It seems to me rather odd now that I shouldn't
have worried, shouldn't have worried in the least,
should have been, in fact, so much less conscious of
the possibilities of misadventure ahead of me than
I should be nowadays before a family expedition to
Norway. I suppose this is one of the chief differences
between youth and maturity. It is certainly one of
the differences which make war, despite the contrary
convention, so much harder on the older generation.
Also I had my curious inner confidence. Almost as
far back as I can remember, certainly from the days

